
	The Dark Forest Protocol: Silent Requiem

	 

	Keith Holly

	
 

	[image: Image]

	Copyright © 2025 Keith Holly

	The Dark Forest Protocol: Silent Requiem

	Second Edition

	All rights are reserved solely by the author. The author guarantees that all content is original and does not infringe upon the legal rights of any other person or work. No part of this book may be reproduced without the author’s permission. The views expressed in this book are not necessarily those of the publisher.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
CONTENTS

	 

	 

	
		
				 

				Acknowledgments

				 

		

		
				1

				The Black Silence

				 

		

		
				2

				Escape From the Woods

				 

		

		
				3

				When Worlds Whisper

				 

		

		
				 

				 

				 

		

		
				 

				 

				 

		

		
				 

				 

				 

		

		
				 

				 

				 

		

		
				 

				 

				 

		

		
				 

				 

				 

		

		
				 

				 

				 

		

	

	 

	
ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

	 

	 

	Thank you to everyone who supported and contributed to this short story. Most of all, thank you to my family and loved ones—your unwavering support made this journey possible.

	
 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	1 THE BLACK SILENCE

	 

	 

	 The stars had shifted.

	 

	Thousands of years after Earth’s fragile peace with the Forestworld, memory of the Dark Forest faded into legend, then myth, and then was forgotten altogether by a humanity that had once again reached greedily into the stars.

	 

	Near-forgotten coordinates are known only in half-buried, corrupted data fragments in the outermost reaches of human-explored space. A new expedition approached the abyss: the abandoned Forest Gate.

	 

	The Odyssey Lance—a sleek, massive research vessel helmed by Commander Lyra Sen and crewed by scientists, engineers, and mercenaries—had been sent to investigate ancient signals pulsing once again from the void.

	 

	No one aboard truly believed in the tales of the Dark Forest. It was just a salvage mission. Easy money.

	 

	Until they crossed the threshold.

	 

	The stars vanished.

	The sky turned black.

	And the cold, unblinking eyes of the Forest opened once again.

	 

	Inside the dark wood, the crew encountered the Silent Ones — towering figures cloaked in black, skeletal faces hidden beneath deep hoods, gliding silently between the massive ancient trees.

	 

	At first, the crew believed them to be an alien species.

	Then the visions began.

	 

	Lyra and her crew saw flashes of lives not their own:

	— A woman, her mind merging with the forest.

	— A soldier, standing defiant before a dying world.

	— A pilot, guiding her ship through lightless storms.

	 

	Dr. Vex Calder, the expedition's exotheologian, pieced it together first:

	“They’re not aliens,” he whispered. “They’re us. They’re… what’s left of them.”

	 

	The souls of the first explorers — Nia, Ellis, Juno, K-7, and countless others — had been bound to the Forest in death, transformed into grim sentinels tasked with protecting the fragile balance of silence and life.

	 

	They were the Reapers of Memory.

	And they had one message:

	 

	"Leave or be silenced."

	 

	Unbeknownst to the Odyssey Lance crew, their arrival was no accident.

	The Crimson Covenant—or what remained of its corrupted seed—had waited, buried deep in the world's roots.

	 

	The new humans carried devices, signals, technology, and noise.

	And the Forest, patient for millennia, now stirred with rage.

	 

	Lyra was torn between loyalty to her mission and growing fear. She felt the pull of the Forest within her blood, whispering a truth she didn't want to hear: the Covenant had infected humanity long ago. Their ambition, their noise, their endless hunger for conquest — it lived within them now.

	 

	The Silent Ones could not protect the forest by warnings alone.

	This time, there would be no forgiveness.

	This time, the forest would strike first.

	 

	As chaos erupted and crew members vanished one by one into the dark woods, Lyra found herself standing before an ancient shrine — a monument where the first pact had once been forged.

	 

	Nia’s spirit appeared before her, no longer fully human, and she formed a robed shadow with ember eyes.

	 

	“You are the last voice,” she said. “Choose.”

	 

	Lyra understood then:

	To save her crew, she would have to stay.

	To protect Earth and the stars beyond, she would have to become part of the Forest herself — one more soul bound in black, one more whisper in the dark.

	 

	She chose.

	 

	The Odyssey Lance vanished from human space.

	The Forest sealed itself once more.

	 

	And in the black silence beyond the stars, the Dark Forest whispered anew — patient, eternal, waiting.
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